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should air his feelings for money, that a professional
batsman is less absurd than a professional sonneteer.
The fact is, of course, that these friends of mine
are unjust to Sutcliffe and his fellow professionals
because they have not grasped the simple fact that-
sport and art are similar activities, that none of us,
whether we are batsmen or poets, bowlers or essayists,
work away in our fields or our studies for the money
itself. We bat or write because we have a passion for
batting or writing, and only take the money so that
the butcher and baker may be paid while we are so
happily engaged. "Don't stop," the community says to
us, and hands us a cheque now and then so that we
have not to quit the cricket pitch or the writing-desk
in order to seek a livelihood. Indeed, it- would not be
difficult to turn the tables on these objectors to pro-
fessional sport and to prove that it is the amateur
who is in the weaker ethical position, for while he is
playing cricket from May to September it is possible
that he is neglecting the estate it is his duty to manage
or the business-house from which he draws a salary as
director.

Both of us, then, have chosen these odd but by no
means disreputable means of earning a living. On the
score of money, I do not suppose there is much differ-
ence between us. But here the likeness ends. Millions
bandy his name who have never heard of me. He him-
self has probably never seen my name, whereas I
know all about him and read about him every day all
through the summer. If he strains a muscle, the even-